The Hidden Treasure
deal of country, along the Gangir stream from near the
Iraq border, to its source here at Bazan, and up to the spring
pastures of Manisht Kuh. And in the shallow valley they
have been induced by government to build small houses,
which, however, they never live in, but use to store their
grain. An older fashion of keeping it, which is still most
generally preferred, is to dig a hole in the ground, to line it
solidly with chopped straw, fill it with corn, and cover it
over with a layer first of straw, and then of earth. This is
done after harvest, before the tribe moves downstream to
its winter quarters, and the stored provision is found ready
when they return in spring. The Lurs of Pusht-i~Kuh
nearly all follow this fashion.
My escort, having enquired carefully for my comfort
and given orders for a chicken for supper, left me and went
to spend the night in their own police post, while I sat and
fraternized with the tribe, and Shah Riza slowly regained
his diminished prestige. I distributed medicines as usual,
and learnt about antiquities in the valley, which has several
large mounds and, they told me, many graves where bronzes
had been found. On the top of Bani Kuh, they said, were
the ruins of an old city, near to a place where a spring of water
leaped out of the ground: and there were ruins also among
the Asiman, who inhabit the next valley eastward, parallel
with ours.
I saw two mounds as we followed the new road next
morning: one was on our left, called Qal'a Nargisieh,
and another at Sarneh, on the road itself, but farther on
than where we went, for we turned off to the west about
three hours after leaving Bazan, and lunched while a small
dust-storm with squalls of rain flew high about us, and
pattered on the dry oak leaves of a camp where we rested.
We now turned definitely west, and picked up the Gangir

